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Farre, Painter to the--Cavalry -of “the- Afr

French Lieutenant,
Official Artist for
the French Aviation
Corps, Tells of His
Work With Fliers

By DJUNA BARNES.
P 1he steps of the French High Com-
mission and into the officve of Baron
Nunard.

On the walls there are framed nolices
in French, a map or two, a chart of a
trench. In the corner, ilanked by leiter
files and large tomes marked “Personal
Bills" sits the pretly secretary.

The Baron is & tall man with heavy
rounded shoulders, gray hair rolls away
from eves built plaintively and express.
ing a vague eurniosity, like a middle aged
baroness in a2 Rassian povel.

“You wish to see Lirut. Henn Farre”
be said, looking at the end of Ins peoeil
and moving towurd the desk. “lle doesn’t
speak Foghsh, you know,” he wenl on,
using lis own aceent as another might
use perinme, “[ shall have to mierpret
for you or——" be added, smiling a Iit-
tle, “you mighl interview me, we French-
men are all alike in war time.”

I twok msonther turn about.

Enter Lieut. Farre.

A long tahie took up the widdle of the
room. Seven sharpened yellow pencils
marked seven places for note taking, while
seven horschair chairs stomd a1 seven
anzles around the borders of the rom.
Suddenly the door epened letting in the
persons of Monsiear Frank Crowinsineld
and laeut. Furre.

“Bon jour,” murmured the lieaienant,
bowing deeply, siretehmg bis ~traps and
wrinkling the
bis les.

People had begun to appear about the

lome scarled hiae that brauded

talile. & wonin in a melancholy vell win
tiny spot-. another of medvim ezt who
kept Solding and unfolding lier hands, a
vy jowlod geatleman with elose =et eves
and a bwmtonmere of Hitle Biles, another
talkine Freneh to a third, while Le pared
b= nail=.

Monsieur the Lienienant was speaking:
“1 am very sorry [ no speak the Enghsh,”
e was saving, moving his sray beard ap
and down.

How He Was Appointed.

Here he ook lus clogh off, Living a
Lireee I»Jo['llu’.‘rll on the tahle and a <ot of
primte. He Tent his slightly buld lead
over them, fapping them, with bis fingers,
“Tros poli,” he said, picking one up, that
r owha ir:;!s' ]l:nv
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o yaanl #The Lieutenant savs this
raist . very nies one.  He has his
oan 11 aal di<like=- evem about his
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“When the war broke ouf,” Le com-
fivoad, tarmeng back and standiuz with
b= leos apar, ” L =us an Baenos \_‘-l’t':l. 1
hod been paonting— a mu=tache here, an
eyve there, nowounth. A trlnl\&l:n_ﬂ head, a
ndy, a egentlen
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Lieut. Henri Farre standing in

shpald draw a builon so, paint a rose this
way, lay a bhand that” He shrugged his
shoulders.  “Ome forgels these things,
mademoi<elle, when mouths are being de-
stroved, eves blinded and mustaches them-
selves hke pamt.brushes full of blood.”
He turned. bringing his heels together.
“1 went to the mihiary authorities, [ be-
longed then to a contingent not as yet
called to the eolors, and I did wot want
to remain a mere spectator,

“I was made delegate from the French
Arwy Mu-eum by Gen. Niox, Giovernor
of the Invahides and director of the mu-
Sinee when, mademor<elle, | have

seuns.
boen s spectator on the avence of the
siars.

“You =ev before vou a man who in
meddle lite vime face 1o face with the
nevessity for a vhange in methods,  For
five months T tried to reson-truet my
viswon.  Unul the war eame peaple had

thousht hitle of aeral fizht, and of aerial
i panting, o the
air, if thousht

existene, ulea nl

of at all, was only a sen

sational spesalaton, something to be done
tor enriosity: but now that the machine 1
perfected, now when the scroplane has
come 1o stay, now when wore and more
people (v, and the thing bhegins (o be an
e<tablished commonplace, the arfist as
well as the Taviman will have 1o change.

“Hhitlierta we Lave seen things on prace-
tieally one plane; we are on a level and
expre== m art.and lieratures that <ensa-
tion produeed by being one with the ob
Jeet.

The World Lies Below.

This = all changed when i fHhghd,
The workd Lies below you. the honses that
sou Lave looked up at now you Jook
Flie world Lias beeome sud
deniv tlat. peaple gre sirange wolpons
under hais.  Foelda of flowers, moving
caltle, broois, 1eees, all are Lud oat be
fore you. wne with the rools =09
only the epd- of things, ndead ol the
':o;;;:ul.r-;n \ nor
e Jwoods nor the foundation-. van
fwok un 0 negiag lurther savang 1he
Lumitless, apd to God -ur such a
heiglit une sces unly the top of e Liart”
He lauswhed. palrng the Baron on the

down upen.
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1iuut of some of his paintings.

“What  effeet will ut
general 17 he was asked.

“For a time all art will be one of his-
torie ohservation.  In such times as
these one eannot indulee in imagination,
it is treason toward one’s country. Tmagi-
nation is for times of peace, und his-
torie reproduction for times of war—
you see, we owe our eouniry what oar
eves see, when thal eountry is in its death
pangs. I one sees one's mother dying,
one does not imavine how dreadiul it is,
instead, mademoisclle, one keeps the eves
open, for the thing it=ll is more impera-
five than any imagination can be. Tt i3
a litile more dread Tl and s litde kindlier
than we kpnew™

“Then vou do no®hink that war erip-
ples art”

Art Crippled by War.

S0k, ves, war enipples everstinng, why

have on art in

But out-of 1l, n=ing trom the
the salamnander will appear
wore  hardyv,

not art !

aslw=, art

araniy, stronger, more en
during.”
“Wall
while!”
“For a winle. 1 will die, my art will
die. 1| would have it 0. 1 not oniy give
my own life willingly to my country, |
give also miy art’s hfe—=an | do more?
T koo tins that J have toed to do, this
the are, this gatlering of m-

vershine e pretty hteral for o

paaniing u
wediate impres<sion=, will not endure, hut
it is needed. snd tor Franee T give my
everyihine ™ -

The Baron broke in. “My dear Lien-
tenant, a very beautifnl thing,
that wlhich yoo lave just put inta words

I know i ot of artists who mght give
their hives, bt certuinly not their hope of
an artistie ammoertaling”

Tae Lasutesant waved his bandl  “1t s
notbing exeeptionad, my frend, we are all
doang aur Litle, why nat 01 1 have had
my day al pantme tor ool new 1

fhat =

waithl parut lor wthoers. 1 come ta Ameriea
23 a repreceniaine of the Fremch ar
gorvie, with my pasitiog o nrou-e—- well
wlwlower sk prefures =lomld argas

sl it as neb pateseti=nn thew, mades.

e, 1 have Vaidewd satnewhiore,
“With exiubition

coupe tiee an Marh at the Ander-on 4ial-

leries | bowbs and «

my paaniings - on

sl al=u show

Guytemer aeroplane, while sowe pronn-
vent avien will lecture, and 1T gerlmps

Sketches Aertal Com-
bats While Miles
High, as Shells Burst
and Death Thrcat-
ens Every Instant

also.  From these galleres 1 shall go to
others i Boston, Chicago and San Frau-
cisco; the proeeeds are for the children
of the aviators killed in action, and there
are too many of them, too many.”

“Were vou yourself i action, Licu-
tenant I

“l never piloted, 1 was acting only as
Observatenr-Bombandier au groupe d'Es.
eadrille Je bombardment,™

“Tell me,” T said, “just vour method of
air pamting.”

Works While in Flight. ~

He brought out a chart. A skeich of
an air eraft, a few dots, a line or iwo and
about thirty numerals.

“Thus,” be explained, “do 1 gei the
exacl color. [ have a chartl here by which
each shade is instantly ficed. For instanee,
number one 15 white, number seven is
blue, number twenty eight red and so on.
TWese numbers I mark quickly as I am
observing the scene, making just a bas'v
sketeh of the position of trecs, honses,
clouds and machines. It is of course
quite impossible to paint all this in while
ftying, things move too fast, both on land
and in the sky -and [ ean only make
notes, trusiing to my sensalions to carry
them out to the development of the fin-
tshed pamntg.  Anything else would be
ouly a sort of— well cubism,”

“You do not believe in enbism and -
pressionism !

He threw up lus lunds.  “Cubism, no,
mademoiselle, that 15 vhild's
play—1t s=ertainly nothing for a grown
man. Impressionism is different, ves, 1
can believe o that, providing it 15 net a
cover for izuoranee.” i

“And what do you think of Amesican
artists 1

“Very good.. Some of them hke Sar-
gent, Walter Gay and Ceeelia Beanx, they
are Matinnal, all bright, gav, quiek, no
very deep perbaps, but happy. They
wear happy, efficieuf elothes, look futel
ligent up to & certain point, have 4 good
deal of motion — thut is enough.”

Some one contradirfed
suke of argument.

A Tribute to America.

He answered: “No oue §= a pru‘ul‘--; in
his own country. America 15 ol . elearer,
brighter fabrie, ( has not
passed through all the dye hatls of Eu-
rupe.  Americans  should
fighters, they bave no extruncons barriers
to pass throngh, ne ancient eulture to
hold them back: they e [lrillbl‘l‘li_\' im:-
ple of action and not of decams,  They
Lavd no languors, either of mind or
body. American life o itsel! is 4 sort of
civil war, ending in what is called 4 Sue-
eessfil business man, finsneier, banker
what you will.”

“And what abour the books that baye
Leen written on the war?”

“Bad.” Le said, a dittle eolor nesunting
into his forchead.  “Bad, bad, bad
!ll':l.l'l_\' all of Sensalional doeu-
ments that have |mli'i!|;; whatsoever Lo de
with the heart.  False trom beginning to
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